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CHAPTER VL
FIRST STAGES.
BEFORE dawn, on the morning of our start, I left the
Spencer Hotel one of the best in Calcutta, which I had
made my residence ever since my arrival
The great city was by this time quite familiar to me.
Morning promenades before the heat became unbearable;
evening drives on the Strand, as far as the Esplanade
or Fort William, where the splendid equipages of the
English whirl scornfully past the not less splendid car-
riages of the great fat native baboos ; expeditions through
the curious streets of shops, which are very appropriately
called bazaars; visits to the burial-grounds on the banks
of the Ganges ; to the Botanic Gardens, the work of the
great naturalist Hooker; and to t( Madam Kdli " the hor-
rible four-armed woman, who, as the fierce goddess of
death, is enshrined in a small temple where modern civi-
lization and native^ barbarism are exhibited side by side.
All this I had done. I had gazed at the vice-regal palace